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Sealed with a Kiss 


Author's Notes: 


Its not the best because, like everyone else, my brain is pretty much dust by now. But | hope that it at least 


makes y'all smile. Merry Ficmas! 


"—fuckin' sick of it, Dave!" 


Standing in the middle of a stark white hotel room, Dave stared at Taylor. His jaw was somewhere near the 


floor as he took in the drummer's rarer-than-a-unicorn outburst. 
And, for once, Taylor was right. Dave did flirt with him. Every day and every night. On stage. In front of 
journalists. In the middle of restaurants. Dave called him pet names. Openly admired Taylor's too-tight pants. 


Dropped hints at what they may do behind closed doors. And Taylor was sick of all the talk and no action 


Dave felt sick to his stomach. He was over fifty with grey in his hair and a hundred pairs of prescription 


glasses. He had lines on his face and a sensible car. He bought clothes from stores that specialised in men of a 


certain age. He was old. 
And Taylor wanted him. 
Really wanted him. 


And was staring at him with a look of complete and utter anguished anger. The kind of look that said that he'd 


walk if Dave didn't make good on his promises. 


In the twilight of a perfect concert, Dave found himself standing on a cusp. Quit what he was doing and stop 
leading Taylor on 


Or actually finally give in to the feelings that had been growing for so many years. 


He took a deep breath and swept straggly hairs from his face. Staring into Taylor's anger-darkened eyes, Dave 


took a slow step forward. 

And then another, until he was standing right before his drummer. Dave could see the sweat pooling on the 
bridge of Taylor's nose and the vein that throbbed at the blonde's temple. Taylor had spent thirty minutes 
giving him the going over of all time. And Dave deserved every second of it. No one should have to go through 
twenty-plus years of being teased and flirted with only for it all to come to nothing. 

Except that it wasn't for nothing. 

Cupping Taylor's cheeks, Dave used his thumbs to brush away the hot, angry tears. 


"No more," he whispered. "No more." 


Pressing their bodies closer, he sealed his lips against the drummer's. The kiss tasted like everything that he'd 


ever hoped for, and more. 


And his heart felt full. 


